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Hunger 


Author's Notes: 
The original version of this was written at work before the end of 2006. | revised it a couple days later using 
Hy's technique of writing without the monitor turned on. | think it came out better that way ;) Thanks to Andy 


for giving it a once over :) 


Kai had been with everyone. 


Girls and guys, old or young, he just couldn't find one that fit. He wasn't asking for much, just someone to 
make him feel satisfied. 


The sad thing was, a foot above him lay a person who could do just that. 
Over the years, Kai couldn't help watching him while he played; fingers danced across the fretboard with 


precision, slid effortlessly over the frets. He wondered what it would feel like if those strong hands were 
wrapped around his cock, stroking and rolling the soft skin, slick with come. 


The frustration was killing him; at this rate wanking would soon not be enough. He needed, no, craved, to be 


touched by the object of his desire. 


He sighed and reached in to retrieve his hard cock from the confines of his shorts. A rustle from above froze 
Kai's hand mid-stroke; on instinct, he looked up to watch what the other person was doing, seeing only the top 
of his darkened bunk. Another sound filled the air, this time followed by a shift and a sigh. Dozens of thoughts 
clamored in Kai's head, one in particular that made his heart race. He strained to hear something else, 
anything, but there was nothing other than road noise. 


Kai shook his head and told himself he was imagining things. Closing his eyes, he tried to ignore his still hard 
cock and set about getting some sleep. That lasted a minute before a shaky moan filled the stillness of the 
bus. Kai's eyes flew open and stared at the bunk ceiling with rapt attention. The occupant above rustled his 
blanket and bumped the side of his bunk with what Kai assumed was his leg. 


And then a familiar slick sound filled Kai's ears; his cock lurched up, aching for the attention that was being 
given above him. Kai thrust his hips into his hand; faster, harder, slower, it didn't matter. 


He had to just feel 
His hand blurred on the shaft, pumping it with such force that an explosive orgasm was eminent. A final jerk 
and tightness grabbed his balls like a vice when he came, air rushing from his lungs. Not a hair afterwards, 


the man above mirrored his action. 


Kai fell back onto his pillow, exhausted He knew there was a smile painted on his bandmate's face; he didn't 


have to see, he just knew. As he drifted off to sleep, slurred words filled his ear from above: 


"Same time tomorrow?" 


